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o get next week? 

make sure you get your copy of The 
jChiller Collection every week, ask an 
ither to place a regular order with your 
sine retailer or take out a subscription 
to The SpineChiller Coilection. 
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“May I see the map, please?” his mother asked. 
Carl handed it over for her to study in the fading light. 

“He’s right,” she said finally. 

“Oh, great!” Jessica, Carl’s older sister, groaned. She looked 
it at the leaden sky as raindrops began to splat against the 
ndscreen. “Now we’ll never get there,” she whined. 

“Don’t worry,” their dad said. “We’ll take the next exit and 
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landscape was bathed in a ghostly light. A 
Victorian building was hunched against 



ore than an hour later, Mr Davis 
drove over a rickety bridge across 
a rain-swollen stream. Through 
the trees, a small village came 
into view. In the drizzle and gathering 
darkness, it looked eerie and uninviting. 

The shops along the main street were all 
closed. The village looked forsaken. Jessica 
said what everyone else was thinking. 
“Perhaps this wasn’t such a good idea. 
Maybe we should stay in the Traveller’s 
Rest by the motorway.” 

“I’m afraid we don’t have a choice.” Mr 
Davis looked down at the dashboard. “We 
don’t have much petrol and that petrol 
station over there is closed. Let’s just find 
the inn and stay for tonight. If we don’t like 
it, we can leave in the morning.” 

Carl had the strange feeling that the 
village wasn’t deserted at all. He squinted 
into the gloom, certain that someone was 
watching them. He shivered. 

“Look! There’s a light,” Mrs Davis said. 
“That must be it.” Through the heavy rain 
they could see a dim glow a few hundred 
metres up the hill. Mr Davis turned at the 
next corner and headed up the slippery 
hill. A sudden flash of lightning cracked 
across the sky, and for a moment the 



the forested hillside. 



yelled, 



rs Davis took a deep breath. “Let’s 
make a run for it.” 

Carl grabbed his bag. “Last 
one in is a drowned rat!” he 
running through the pelting rain 
towards the lighted porch. He climbed up 
the steps and under the overhang. When 
he turned to wait for the others, something 
caught his eye. A figure slipped from the 
edge of the porch into the darkness. But 
that was impossible. Who, or what, would 
go out into a storm like this? Still 
something about what he had seen seemed 
oddly familiar. Suddenly, he was aware of 
his dad behind him, holding the door. 

“C’mon, son. This is no time to 
daydream.” 

Carl took one last look over his shoulder 
then, shrugging, he stepped inside and was 
startled by the light. The entrance hall 
was warm and cheerful - not what he had 
expected. A pleasant, grey-haired woman 
in a floral dress greeted them. 

“Oh, good heavens,” she cried. “This is 
not a night for travelling. Come in, come 
in. There’s a warm fire in the lounge. I’m 
Mrs Reese... Ellen. Welcome to Dark Acres 
Inn. We didn’t think you’d make it tonight, 
so I don’t have dinner prepared, but I can 
together something hot in no time.” 
“That sounds great,” said Mrs 
Davis. “But could we get 
changed first? We ’re 
drenched.” 
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“Oh, gracious, yes. I did prepare rooms. 
My husband will get you settled. Albert!” 
she called. “Our guests have arrived.” 

Albert, a tall, kindly man with thick, white 
hair, helped the family with their bags. 

“Do you have a grand-daughter?” Carl 
asked, suddenly. 

The man looked at him. “No. What 
makes you ask?” 

Carl nodded towards the door. “When I 
was outside, I thought I saw someone step 
off the porch. I thought it might be your 
grand-daughter.” 

The two older people glanced at each 
other. Mrs Reese nervously fingered the 
collar of her dress. “Sometimes the 
lightning can make you think you’ve seen 
things that aren’t there.” 

Mr Reese picked up a couple of bags. 
“Now, we mustn’t let you catch cold. Follow 
me.” He led them along the hallway and 
opened the doors to three rooms. “If you 
don’t like these, you can take your pick of 
the rest," he said. “There’s no one else 
staying at the moment.” 

“These will be fine,” said Mr Davis. 



But when he looked into the mirror, 
froze. In the reflection, he could see the 
window behind him. The sad eyes of a pale 
young girl gazed in at him from outside. 



lone in his room, Carl opened his 
bag. He pulled out dry clothes, 
but he didn’t change straight 
away. Instead, he turned off the 
light and stood at the window, staring out 
into the night. Outside, tree branches 
tossed violently in the rising wind. 
Lightning flashed. “No one could be out 
there on a night like this,” he whispered, 
then switched the light back on and 
changed quickly. 






Slowly she raised her tiny hand and 
knocked on the glass. 

Carl whirled around to face the window, 
but now there was nothing but a wind- 
whipped branch beating against the glass. 
Another flash of lightning showed him 
there was nothing there, and Carl bolted 
out of the room and down to the lounge. As 
he reached the hallway, he slowed down. 
How would he explain what he had seen? 
He didn't want everyone to think he was 
scared. Maybe it was just a trick of light 
caused by the weather. 

By the time he joined his family and the 
Reeses, Carl had almost convinced himself 
that nothing had happened... until he saw 
Jessica’s face. She kept glancing at the 
French doors, which opened on to a 
terrace. 

Carl’s dad smiled at him. “Mr Reese wa 
just telling us about the area. 
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a dam up at the top of this 
lake behind it. If it stops raining 
maybe we can go and have a 
“Sounds great, Dad,” Carl 
like Jessica, he couldn’t stop looking at the 
French doors. They looked so fragile. If 
there really were something outside, those 
doors wouldn’t be strong enough to 
keep it out. 

Carl helped himself to a sandwich and 
a mug of hot soup, then sat by the fire 
near his sister. As the others talked, he 
whispered to her, “Did you see anything 
strange upstairs?” 

Wide-eyed, she looked at him. “No. 
Well... not exactly. That is, I didn’t see 
anything, but I had this spooky feeling that 
I was being watched. I don’t like this place. 
Did you see anything?” 

Carl decided not to frighten his sister. 
“No,” he lied. “It’s just weird here.” 
Jessica’s hand shook as she reached for 
her mug. “This place is so old. Do you 
think it could be haunted?” Her gaze 
flickered toward the French doors. “I feel 
that we’re not as alone here as we think.” 
After they had eaten, the family went 
back to their rooms. Despite the strange 
happenings, Carl soon fell sound asleep. 
But whatever was haunting his waking 
thoughts seemed to have found its way into 
his dreams as well. 

At first, his dream was pleasant. He was 
in a field near the inn on a warm summer 
day. He could feel the sun on his face and 
hear the laughter of a young girl. She 
began to sing a familiar song, but after a 
moment the song turned to a kind of 
moan, almost like the sound of the wind. 
The moan rose to a cry... a cry for help. He 
tried to reach the girl, but the ground 
turned to thick mud. He was sinking 



sobs and cries... the cries of many 
people in terror. 



arl sat up, fully awake, and gazed 
out of the window straight into a 
pair of mournful eyes. It was the 
ashen face of the girl he’d seen 
earlier. She opened her mouth as if to 
speak, but Carl heard only the crash of 
thunder. The girl curled her fingers at the 
base of the window, trying to open it, and 
then her eyes met Carl’s again. 

As if in a dream, Carl felt he had to do 
what the strange girl wanted. He got up 
slowly and moved towards the window. The 
girl’s eyes glittered as Carl touched the 
metal latch. Suddenly, a bolt of lightning 
lit up the sky, and Carl saw that there were 
dozens of figures outside in the storm. 
They were all dressed in 19th-century 
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clothes, and they were moving towards the 
inn as if their feet weren’t quite touching 
the ground. A tremendous crack of 
thunder drowned out Carl's scream as he 
backed away, turned and raced into the 
hallway. He screamed again as he crashed 
into his sister. She was shaking violently. 
“There’s something out there, Carl!” 

“I saw them, too! We’ve got to get 
Mum and Dad!” He flung open the door 
to his parents’ room but it was empty. 

Carl and Jessica ran down into the 
lounge. Their relief on finding their 
parents lasted only a moment. When Mr 
Davis looked up, his face was strained. Mr 
Reese was fiddling with 
radio, but was only 
getting static. 

“Bad news, kids." 

Mr Davis said. “It 
seems that all the 
heavy rain and .. 
strong winds 

have weakened J& grfk 

the dam. There have ™ 
been reports on the radio that everyone 
below has been evacuated, but the stream 
has flooded out the road. There’s no way 
we can get out - but Mr Reese says we’re 
on high ground and we shouldn’t be 
in danger.” 

Mrs Davis stared into Carl’s face, then 
Jessica's. “What’s the matter?” 

Carl glanced at his sister. “We saw 
something... people... outside. They were 
dressed like in a history book. They were 
all around the inn.” 

Mr Reese turned the radio off. Mrs 
Reese finally broke the silence. “It’s them, 
Albert. They’re here for us.” 

“What is she talking about?” Mrs Davis 
asked nervously. 



Albert Reese rubbed his eyes and 
smoothed his hair back. “Nothing. It’s just 
an old story.” 

“If you don’t tell them, Albert, I will,” 
the old woman said. 

Mr Reese began speaking slowly. “This 
isn’t the first inn to stand here. There was 
another one before the flood of 1885. A 
man and his wife ran it. They had a 
little girl and boy who were inseparable. 
Then came the storm. It was as bad as 
this one, or worse. The people in the 
town below were worried about the dam. 
The story is that they took shelter up here, 
but it didn’t do them any good.” 

Mrs Reese walked to the fireplace 
and took down a photograph 
Ki from the mantelpiece. 

Mr Reese continued. “It 
seems the dam did break, 
and it was worse 
— than anybody 
thought it 
M~' would be. 

The water raged down this 
valley with a vengeance. It washed away 
the inn. There wasn’t a single survivor.” 

He sighed heavily. “Some think that 
when people die violently like that, they 
don’t rest. Some folks here in the valley say 
that when it rains they can hear the moans 
of the dead on the wind. But those were 
good, hardworking people. I don’t see why 
they would want to harm anyone.” 

“You’re not telling me you believe in 
ghosts?” Mr Davis asked with surprise. 

“I grew up around here,” the old man 
answered. “There have been times when 
the rain was really bad and the wind 
howled through the trees like... well, I’m 
not one to scoff.” 
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just above the ground, several figures came 
in and drifted towards the lounge. 

Jessica shrieked, clutching at her 
mother in terror. “Mum, what are they? 
What do they want?” Mrs. Davis picked up 
a lamp from the table and threw it at the 
spectres, but they kept advancing. The air 
was thick with the smell of damp earth and 
mildew. 

“We’ve got to get out,” said Mrs Reese. 
She threw a blanket around Jessica’s 
shoulders, and they ran into the storm. 
Driven by fear, they climbed higher up the 
slippery hillside. 

Far above, Carl stumbled to his knees. 
He tried to get up but something had him 
by the ankle. The rain had eased and the 
sky had begun to lighten with the 
approaching dawn. Carl looked down and 
saw that his father was gripping him 



go. I ve 

Suddenly, Carl heard distant thunder, 
and he realised that the ground was 
shaking. The roaring grew louder as Mrs 
Reese, Mrs Davis and Jessica scrambled up 
the hill. Seconds later, a raging wall of 
water tore through the valley below. It 
ripped up trees and sent boulders flying. 
The mud-choked waters fell on the inn like 
a savage beast and ripped it to pieces. 

The six people huddled against the 
hillside, safe. The phantoms stood below at 
the edge of the swirling water, and as the 
day grew brighter, they faded into the 
flood, one by one. 

“Heaven preserve us,” Mrs Reese said, 
clutching her husband. “If it hadn’t been 
for them, we would have been in there!” 
Carl looked up at the fading form of the 
girl. She held out her hand and smiled. 



Her now dull blond curls hung limply 
around her pale face and her sodden dress 
was streaked with mud. A little way away, 
on either side of her, were others who 
appeared to have shared her fate. 

The girl’s eyes locked on to Carl’s as she 
raised her small hand and beckoned him 
to follow her. Without thinking, he began 
to walk towards the doorway. 

“Carl! No!” His mother grabbed at him, 
but he slipped out into the downpour. The 
wind ripped at his clothes and the rain 
drenched him, but he was no longer in 
control. He had to go with her. Slipping 
and sliding in the mud, he struggled up 
the hillside after the phantom girl. 

“We’ve got to stop him! Carl!” his 
mother screamed. 

“Come on,” Mr Reese said to Mr Davis. 
“We’ll stop him.” The two men ran out 
into the downpour. Suddenly, the front 



Mrs Reese handed them the photograph. 
It was of a man and woman in turn-of-the- 
century clothes. Sitting in front of them 
were a boy and girl holding hands. 

“Oh, my goodness!” Jessica gasped. 
“Carl, the boy looks just like you!” 

Carl said nothing. He stared at the face 
of the girl. It was the same face that had 
gazed in through the window. 



bolt of lightning crackled. 
Seconds later, thunder shook the 
inn as if it were trying to pound it 
to the ground. 

The lights went out, so the lounge was 
lit only by the flickering fire. A tremendous 
gust of wind crashed open the French 
doors and rain poured in, but no one went 
to close them. Standing just outside 
the door was something that 
had once been a pretty 
little girl. 
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Indonesia has corn 
islands, full of myl 
magic, poltergeist 
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Dream of Destruction 



In 1883, news travelled very slowly round the world. But 
when the volcano on the tiny island of Krakatoa exploded 
in a massive eruption on 28 August, the Boston Globe 
newspaper in the USA carried the story the next day! i 
Reporter Ed Samson had based his report entirely on a 
dream - a fact the newspaper didn't know at the time. 
Samson’s report was accurate in every detail, except / 
■that he’d called the island Pralape. It was then 
discovered that the volcano-destroyed island of jE! 
KrhJtatoa had had its name changed 150 years earlier. 

\ , f /And what had its ancient name been? Pralape! £2 



A Wake to Remember 



In Bali, mass cremations often take place several years after a 
person has died. The body is dug up from its temporary grave and 
wrapped up in conveniently sized parts. These are transported to 
the burial ground, accompanied by a priest, at the top of a 
decorated tower which can be five metres tall! These funeral 
processions look very like a carnival, with 
^ dancers, musicians, and tower-bearers. / ' 

At the burial ground, body parts are slid down /'SflK 
1 * silken chutes from the tower to the ground. 

; Relatives catch them and place them in an 
Nmimal-shaped casket on a canopied funeral / 
r pyre. As many as 25 pyres are lit at the / ".aw* 1 

same time, creating a huge blaze with / 0. 

thick, black smoke. Then, as the fires die f 
down, thousands of mourners start the T, A ■ 
mega-party - or ‘wake’ - that may have - 

taken several years to organise! ^ "V/' J - 
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Slow’ Stones of Sumatra 



THE MODEL DEAD 

The Torajan people of Sulawesi 
ensure their dead loved ones 
are never forgotten by creating 
life-sized, fully-clothed models 
of them. These are placed 
alongside countless others on 
balconied ledges high on the 
cliffs, near to the burial caves. 

Seen from afar, this eerie 
throng of carved figures look 
hauntingly like the 'undead'. 



ISpjce of Life 

A friend of a friend’s widowed 
grandfather had visited 
Indonesia as a young man... 
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5 She used it on pizzas, in curries, on 
jacket potatoes, in soups and sprinkled 
on everyone's breakfast fried eggs. 
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7 The letter informed her 
that her father had 
died peacefully in his sleep, 
and that his ashes were 
being sent to her by the 
Indonesian authorities. The 
solicitor had no idea when 
the ashes would arrive. 



6 Just as the last of Grandpa’s great 
spice was used up, a letter was 
delivered from the family solicitor. 



2 His postcards described the fantastic 
spices that grew there. He promised to 
send some to his daughter, a keen cook. 
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3 When a parcel arrived from Indonesia, 
the family gathered round to see 
what Grandpa had sent home. It was a 
beautiful jar containing an exotic spice. 







A The spice was in powdered form, with 
Tan unusual aroma. The jar wasn’t 
labelled and Mum declared that she had 
never tasted anything like it. 


1 




QThe woman's eyes widened as she 
©realised that she'd been spicing up the 
family's food with her dead dad... 
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9 ...and her family felt pretty sick when 
they were told that they’d eaten every 
last sprinkle of their dear Grandpa's ashes! 
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DIARY OF DANGER 
^■//.According to the Lutzes, their new 
/ house was haunted. Kathy and George 
H / saw a mysterious hooded figure several 

■ / times^ while ‘Missy’ befriended a 

■ / phantom pig that left its footprints in 

■ / the snow. The family also claimed many 
| / other scary events took place. These are 

/just a few: 

/ Dec 22 Hundreds of flies were found in 
' the house in winter, when they should hat e 
been dead! 

Dec 26 Kathy smelled perfume in the 
kitchen, then felt someone pat her. 

Jan 5 George heard music and marching 
feet. The furniture moved and Kathy 
floated out of bed in her sleep. 

Jan 7 Slashes mysteriously appeared on 
Kathy’s face, then went away again. 

Jan 9 Green slime ooz.ed from the ceiling. 
Jan 10 Marks appeared on Kathy’s body. 
Jan 13-14 A hurricane hit Amityville. The 
house heating went very high, then very 
low. Green slime reappeared. Kathy began 
to sleepwalk. Furniture moved. Terrified, 
the family fled from the house. 
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Place: Amityville, New York, USA 
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CONCLUSION 

When George Lutz arrived in Amityville he was deeply 
in debt, stressed and depressed. His state of mind may 
have caused him to see and hear things. Kathy’s skin 
problems may also have been due to nerves. 

Alternatively, the hauntings may have been a hoax. 
Ronald DeFeo’s lawyer wanted to get his client a new 
trial. He knew that if he could prove that the Amityville 
house drove people mad, his case would be helped. So, 
according to his own account, he and George Lutz had 
“created this horror story over many bottles of wine..." 



Horror' 






Chapter 2 

\S?olver3euTou?er 



Retold from a story by Grant Allen 



A s the high priest got up from his 
throne, strange music swept through 
the underground palace. Maisie 
thought that she could hear flute-like 
instruments, drums and reed pipes, but 
there was no sign of any musicians. Hedda 
and Yolande, with Maisie in between, stood 
behind the priest. His attendants formed 
two rows behind them as they moved into 
the huge hall to the sound of music. 

When they reached the bronze 
doors, the priest pushed the 
handles. This time the doors opened 
outwards. As the priest then stepped 
out into the eerie moonlight, his 
body became luminous and Maisie 
could see the clear outline of his 
skeleton inside. She gasped as 
she breathed in the night 
air. Its coolness made her 
feel wide awake. She 
realised that 
the atmosphere 
inside the vault 
had made her 
very drowsy. 



The snow lay deeper on the ground now, 
and as the group made its way towards the 
tower, Maisie glanced back at the house. 
She could see that a light was still burning 
in her bedroom. When she turned back 
again, she was startled to see a bent figure 
emerging from the darkness of the church 
porch. 

“I knew she would come,” said a sing- 
song voice, “I knew Wolverden Tower 
would find another guardian.” 

As the figure approached, Maisie 
recognised the wrinkled face of 
Bessie. The old woman shuttled 
ahead of them until she reached 
the base of the tower. Then she 
pulled out a rusty key from her 
pocket and pushed it into the 
brand new door lock. 

“What turned the 
old will turn the 
new,” she announced. 
Silently the key turned 
and she opened the door. 
The high priest entered 
first and as he climbed 
the spiral staircase, he 
began to chant. 




Maisie realised with a shock that she could 
no longer understand the Language of the 
Dead. Yolande and Hedda held her hands, 
and, using human language, encouraged 
her to climb. 



A lthough the staircase was dark, the 
bodies of the climbers seemed to 
fill it with a bright light. Maisie 
walked up as though in a trance. She 
could hear the bells chiming, but as 
she passed the belfr y, she noticed 
that they were not moving. 

At the very top of the stairs 
there was a ladder that led to a 
trapdoor. Suddenly Maisie felt 
that she could climb no more. 

As she glanced back down 
the staircase, she caught 
sight of old Bessie looking 
up at her with a horrible 
grin on her face. 

“I won’t be able to do it if 
that woman comes anywhere 
near me!” Maisie cried, squeezing 
Yolande's hand. 

Yolande ordered Bessie to go back 
down. Then Maisie felt a rush of cold air as 
the high priest pushed up the trapdoor. He 
climbed on to the platform at the top of the 
tower, and, as if being pulled up by some 
unseen force, Maisie followed. Looking 
across the battlements , she could just make 
out the snow-clad hills in the moonlight. 
Lite smell of a herb mixture that the 



yourself, so that you may sen e mankind as 
its guardian spirit against thunder and 
lightning. Take care that no thunderbolt or 
flash of lightning ever strikes this tower, just 
as she that is below you preserves it from 
storm and battle, and she that is below her 
preserves it from earthquake and ruin.” 
Then she held both of Maisie’s hands and 
said, “Maisie Llewelyn, willing victim, step 
on to the battlements.” 



high priest and some of his attendants 
were crushing up in a bowl, and of the 
aromatic sticks that other attendants 
were burning, suddenly made Maisie feel 
giddy. She heard Hedda saying, “She must 
face the east,” and felt Yolande’s light touch 
guiding her to the battlements. 

Yolande then spoke in a solemn voice. 
“From this newly built tower you will fling 



Obediently Maisie stepped up, the 
words ‘serve mankind’ ringing in her ears. 
With her long white dress blowing gently in 
the wind, she held out her arms, as if she 
were a bird testing its wings before flying. 
Then she leaned forwards to leap. But 
suddenly a pair of hands was grasping her 
shoulders and pulling her back. She 
struggled hard to get free - she was still 









determined to become a victim - but the <SJ& 
large, apparently human hands were too 
strong for her. She swayed and finally 
stumbled back on to the platform. 

At that very moment, there was a bat-like 
screech from one of the group. Instantly, 
the high priest and his followers raced to 
the battlements. Without hesitating, they 
flung themselves off and floated down to 
the ground, out of sight. Last to go were 
Yolande and Hedda, who held Maisie’s 
hand one last time and gave her a look of 
regret that seemed to say, “Farewell! We 
have tried our best to save you from the 
burdens of living.” 

The sudden disappearance of her 
companions left Maisie in a state of shock. 
Half in a faint, she felt herself being 
gently lowered on to the hard stone floor. 
Someone was speaking to her, and even in 
her semi-conscious state, she recognised the 
kind tones of the Oxford student. 



T he next morning, Maisie awoke in 
her bed in Woiverden Hall. Mrs West 
was standing by the bed, talking to a 
man. Lying very still. Maisie tried to 
remember the events of the previous night. 



WORD POWER. 



belfry - the part of a church tower in 
which bells hang 

battlements - walls with notches in them, 

through which archers once fired arrows 

aromatic - having a strong, usually 

fragrant smell 

masonr y - stonework 

Hallucinating - imagining things that are 

not really there 



Had she really been in the vault? Did she 
really join the procession to the tower? 
She pictured herself standing on the 
battlements, and then recalled struggling 
against the firm grip of a pair of hands. She 
remembered seeing her friends leap off the 
tower, into the dark night, and the student 
holding her tight and covering her with his 
jacket. What happened next, she could not 
remember. How had she ended up in 
her bed? Then she became aware of the 
murmur of voices. 

'Yesterday was unusually warm for the 
time of year, you see.” 

“But such a violent thunderstorm - it’s 
not what we expected at all. I suppose the 





electrical disturbance must have affected 
the poor girl’s head in some way.” 

Maisie realised that she was listening to 
a conversation between Mrs West and a 
doctor. She sat bolt upright in bed and 
looked out of the window towards the 
church. Her heartbeat raced as she saw' the 
jagged outline of Woiverden Tower, which 
had been half destroyed. With mounds of 
white stones shattered on the ground all 
around it, it looked as though it had been 
hit by cannon fire. 

“What happened?” she cried out. 

“Hush, hush!” said the doctor. “Don’t 
trouble yourself about it.” 

“Did it... happen... after I came down?” 
she gulped. 

The doctor nodded. “An hour after 
you were carried down from the top, a 
violent thunderstorm broke out. Lightning 
struck the tower and shattered it. It w'as 
such a terrible shame - Colonel West had 
planned to put up a lightning conductor 
the day after Christmas.” 

Maisie was at once filled 
with guilt. “It’s all my fault!” 
she moaned sadly. I have 
neglected my duty.” 

“Hush,” the doctor said 
again. “You mustn t talk for a 
while. You have been in a 
deep trance.” 

But poor Maisie became 
agitated once again. What 
about old Bessie?” she asked. 



The doctor looked with surprise at Mrs 
West and whispered something to her. 

“You may as well learn the truth,” he 
said to Maisie. “Bessie must have been 
standing below' the tower. She was crushed 
under the falling masonr y.” 

Maisie could feel her hands trembling, 
so she clutched the bedclothes tight. “One 
more question please, Mrs West,” she said 
in a quiet voice. “You remember the two 
girls that I pointed out to you in the alcove 
at the party and who sat beside me at 
the tableaux. Did anyone find them at 
the tower? Are they hurt?” 

Mrs West took Maisie’s hand and stroked 
it gently. “My dear child,” she said firmly, 
“there were no other girls. You have been 
hallucinatin g. I assure you, after the student 
left you, you sat completely alone for the 
rest of the evening’s performances.” 

THE END 
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Freak/ Fact; 



Get It off 



Some 18th-century robbers used a Hand 
of Glory to give them supernatural y 
powers over those whose house they 
were robbing. The hand was the 
severed hand of someone who had 
been hanged. A lighted candle was 
wedged in the hand 
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TOt class 

If is midnight. The ghost train is shut down 
for the night - or is if? The carriages hove 
been reserved by the ghosts of 
well-known characters - out to be 
spooked by the spooks! Who ore they? 



yMt CREST 

Thirteen ghosts hove materialised out of the if 
haunted chest. They all died oh the same ( 
day in the same counrry. Which country? 
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r __Que: You'll need to use the ghostly graffiti to 
work this out. 
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TELEPHONE BETWEEN WOTtitSS 



except that pterodactyls 
ut 65 million years ago! 



MUDDLE HEAD 



This ghost thought it would be fun 
to copy Lady Anne Doleyn and 
carry its head under its arm, but it 
kept getting muddled up and 
taking the wrong head. Whose 
heads has it collected? 



r>. \veb Words 



Remove two rows of letters 
to leave eight six-letter 
words. 
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Winged Things 



Eva Hellstrom, a Swedish researcher, once 
dreamed that she was flying over Stockholm 
when she looked down and saw a Djursholm 
train, pulled by a green engine, run into the 
back of a Number 4 tram. When she woke 
up she made notes about her dream but 
thought no more of it as Stockholm had no 
trains with green engines. Two years later a 
green train from Djursholm ran into the back 
of a Number 4 tram, exactly where Eva had 
seen the accident happen in her dream. 



auynH 3Niyvw loyivd wva\9im Nidan Ainvaa 

IVDSVy dV3ddV -spJOM aseqi |03A34 04 3J4U3 D 
344 ujojj 400 smoj L) 4Xjs puo pijq4 944 SAoaiey saaom 03/ft 
J0A1IS ui|Of 6uon puo a|qox punoy 
344 jo 446iuy o 40|3ouo~] jig ‘44aspo4;) Xaoq 'ssujioh spo|434S 
■J344DH pow 344 'ojqojv jo 3 du3ja\ot '1 44aqoz||3 uaan© 
lo spoaq sqj p34DS||OD soq 34 '4464 04 4ja| wo4j :nvan 3iaanw 
jxoqjjnus sjh c u !H° 3 s !4 
||D3 Xtuiunuj 344 pip 404/ft -spo3J a6oss3 LU 341 :wh HdAi9oa3iH 
U134SU344D3H U| p3jp SSfOOdS 341 : 4S3Hr> MOA JJO 41 439 
OJ3do «4» }0 

ujo 4 uo 4() 34i puo JSisuow s ,u| 34 su 3 >|uojj 'poo|H uiqoy ’oiroojQ 
'osnpsw 'yooH uj04do9 vpoq 04 iuojj :NOi4VA\i3S3y ssvr> 4?uij 



Sightings of giant birds, winged 
humans and weird flying 
creatures have been reported all 
round the world - yet there is not 
one scrap of evidence that they 
! No photographs, no nests 
no skeleton^ gfrhese 
winged thlygs hove ever been 
many 



apparently don't 
are living, 

they hiding? 

THUNDERBIRDS 
Ancient legends of the native 
Americans hove described 
monstrous eagles known as 
ITiundert^rDlijfe Ilk# these have 
d ihtoughout North 
modern times. In 1947, 
)ntario, Canada, saw a 
bird with large yellow 

,ai.^oS,^sSa° n 

bird was seen In Illinois, USA, by 
several people, including one man 
who thought if was a type of plane 
Tt seen before. The bird 
the area of 



l bird buzzed a light 
Hudson River 
Valley. The pilot soid it was bigger 
than an eagle, drifted rather than 
flew and looked like o 
pterodactyl. Could the 
Thunderbird be a prehistoric 
winged reptile? Its size and 
s0 me of its features point that 

W^/ 

died 



KIDNAPPED! 
Several accounts 
1 who have been 
it birds, including 
lit! in SwttMriand 



continue. In 
snatched 
Lowe from h 
flew off wHi 
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A NATIVE FOLKLORE 
Native Americans feared 
the rock painting of the 
piasa - meaning 'bird 
which devours men'. 



some as a 
the bird 
but condors 
food, so \ 



i 4 TERRIFYING TALONS 
I In 1957, five-year-old 
f Maria Rosa Daurlz from 
Zambana in Italy was 
saved from a giant eagle 
by her grandfather. 




▲ CAT WITH WINGS! 

These weird wings seemed 
newsworthy at the time. But no 
wonder the poor cat looked fed 
up over the fuss. Its wings were 
simply the result of a feline 
skin disorder. 
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OTHER WEIRD 
Besides gigantic birds, other strange 
flying creatures have been reported. 
Zoologist Ivan Sanderson was 
attacked in Cameroon, on the western 
coast of Africa, by a huge bat-like 
creature with a wingspan of 3.5 
metres - more than twice the size of 
the largest known bat. 

In the last century, a man with 
bat’s wings and frog’s legs was seen 
on two separate occasions flying 
above New York! In Chile, some 
workmen claimed they saw a bird 
with a locust's head, glowing eyes 
and a bristly body. Its wings were 
made up of shiny scales which 
clashed together noisily. K 



WEIRD OR WHAT? 
freak show poster 
claiming to have caged 
’Jersey Devil'. Several 
sightings of this scary, 
winged creature were 
recorded in 1909 in 
and around New 
Jersey, USA. 



WHAT CAN THEY BE? 
What can these winged things be? 
Could some of them be prehistoric 
* creatures that have survived and are 
living in very remore areas? Could 
they be some freak of nature we 
have yet to discover - or simply a 
case of mistaken identity 
exaggerated by fear? Is it simply the 
power of suggestion, started by one 
person who thinks she saw 
something? Until a terrifying winged 
thing is caught, we cannot know. 



▲ DOCILE DRAGON OR DEMON? 
Western culture has cast dragons 
ged serpents - as baddies. 



